My thoughts are all her thoughts, from which there
spring
a thousand thoughts, each from the other welling*
Are you not weary, thoughts, that weep or sing
of the one subject that there's no repelling?
Lighter than birds, you stretch an eager wing,
leaving the thinker to besiege her dwelling,'
and could you speak, you'd still be murmuring
those pains in silence that my brow is telling.
Nay, come, my thoughts, since she's our only care,
think on, think ever, and, who knows if cast
about her beauty always, everywhere,
her thoughts may meet you on the way at last*
For Venus at her breast to Cupid taught
not only love, but all that love has thought*